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It is Not to be Thought Of
i
t is not to be thought of that the flood
Of British freedom, which, to the open sea
Of the world's praise, from dark antiquity
Hath flowed, " with pomp of waters, un withstood,"
Roused though it be full often to a mood
Which spurns the check of salutary bands,
That this most famous stream in bogs and sands
Should perish, and to evil and to good
Be lost for ever.    In our halls is hung
Armoury of the invincible knights of old :
We must be free or die who speak the tongue
That Shakespeare spake ;  the faith and morals hold
Which Milton held.    In everything we are sprung
Of Earth's first blood, have titles manifold.
Wordsworth
William Wordsworth to John Milton
t
hy soul was like a star, and dwelt apart :
Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea :
Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free,
So didst thou travel on life's common way,
In cheerful godliness ;   and yet thy heart
The lowliest duties on herself did lay.
The Splendour of the Morning
Y7ABTH has not anything to show more fair :
JLlf Dull would he be of soul who could pass by
A sight so touching in its majesty . , .
Never did sun more beautifully steep
In his first splendour valley, rock, or hill;
Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep !
The river glideth at his own sweet will:
Dear God !  the very houses seem asleep,
And all that mighty heart is lying still.
Wordsworth
The Beauty of the Evening
i
t is a beauteous evening, calm and free ;
The holy time is quiet as a nun
Breathless with adoration ;  the broad sun,
Is sinking down in its tranquillity;
The gentleness of heaven is on the sea :
Listen ! the mighty being is awake . . .
Wordsworth

